"You're \vith Cateham, aren't you?" Abernethy asked Martin

with sudden sympathy. "A desperate type. Makes you do all the
work, marching the squads and that."

"Jasusl You can lose your name quicker for inarching a squad
idly in this dump than anywhere I know/3 came from an
adjacent table.

"Keep the eye down on Catcham!" added Abernethy. "Bad
type. You'll see, he'll have you marching them this afternoon.55

"Roll on."

"Wrap up."

After more cynicism, one of them looked at his watch and said:
"Let's go."

Martin followed to the door those who would now make up
his world. To think that he had forsaken the Piggery for this. If
only the war would end quickly before it took him for waiting
and guard and the purgatory of three more months of solid drill
and marching squads.

CHAPTER XV

"/"CORPORAL ROULE! Corporal Roule!"

^ It was the portly figure of Sergeant Swingham, returning
from the Sergeants1 Mess and carrying the books in the crook
of his arm, whom Martin encountered near the Naafi.

"This waiting!" he lamented to himself. "Chasing about after
everybody from morning to night, Qh, you're there, are you?" he
muttered to Martin, who had hurried up and fallen into step
beside him. "These guardsmen! You want eyes in the back of your
head! I detailed one to scrub my bunk out for the C.O.'s inspec-
tion. I was marking time on him for nearly an hour, and then 1
had to go chasing after somebody else. My hat! You should see
the state of it! These guardsmen! Oh, yes; I believe there's a
telegram for you somewhere. Now where did I put it? You can't
leave a thing lying about."

Another telegram? Martin was at once perturbed. Was Janet
letting him down? Had she changed her mind and gone back
home? He suddenly felt he couldn't face another day without
seeing her.

"Now, where did I put it? Hold these confounded books a
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